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Ittthemainebattell,whofe puiflance on eyther fide 
Shallbe well wingedwith ourcbiefeft Horfe? 

This,and Saint Qeorge to boete, whatthinkcft thou not. 

Nor . A good direkion warlike Soucraigne, He fhewetk 
This found I one my Tent this mqrning. himapapcr. 

Jockey ofNorfolkefie Mot to 

For Dickon thy ma fier ts bougbt and fo/d. 
King. A thingdeuifed bytheenemy, 

Goe Gentlemen eüery man vnto his charge. 

Let notourbabling dreames affiight our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 

Deuifde at fird to keepe the drong in avve, 

Our drong armes be opr confcience, our fwords our law. 
Marchon, ioyne brauely, Iet vs to it pellmell, 

If not to Heauen, then hand in hand to Heil, His Oratie» 
VFhatfhall I fay more then I haue inferd, to hit Army . 
Remember who you are in cope withall, 

A fortof Vagabonds, RafcoIs,and run.awayes, 

A fcum of Briitaines , and bafe Iackey Pefants, 

Whom their ore cloyed Country vomits forth 
To delperate aduentures and afl’ur’d dedruétion, 

You fleeping fafe they bring you to vnred ' 

You hauinglands,and bied with beautious wiues, 

They would redraine the one,didaine the other. 

And who doth lead them but a paltry fellqw ? 

Long kept in Brittame at our motherscod, 

A milke-l’op one that neuer in his life 
Feit fo much cold as ouer fhooes in Snow: 

Lets whip thefe draglers oretheSeas againe, 

Laflihencé thefe ouerweening rags of France, 

Thefe famifht beggers weary of their liues* 

VVhobutfor drcaming on this fond exploit, 

For want ofmeanes poore rats had hang’d themfelues^ 

If webeconqueredlet men conquer vs, 

And not thefe badatd Brittainet whom ourfathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten,bob'd and thumpt, 

And on record left them theheires of fhame. 

Shail thefe enioy our land, lie with our wiues ? 

Rauiih our daughters,harkel heare there Drum, 

Fight 
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cf menara we Tfnrd. 

Ficrht Gentlemen of England fight boldly Yeomere 
Draw Archers, draw your Arrowes to the head. 

Spiir yourproud horfes hard, and ridein blood, 
hmpe the welking with your broken daues, 

Vv'hat fayes Lord Stanley will he bring his power 1 
Mef. My Lord he doth deny to come. 

Kin. Off with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor- My Lord, the Enemy is pad the marih. 

Ader the battell let Geer ge Stanley dye. 

Kin. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Aduance our dandards, fet vpon our fces, 

Our ancient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fiery Dragons, 

, Vpon them.vidory fits on our helmes. 

Al ar urn excurfions. Enter Catesby . 

Gtf.Refcew my Lord of Af9rfö/%,refce w,refcew 
The King enaéfcs more wonders then a man, 

Daring and oppofite to euery danger, 

His horfe is flaine,and all on foote he fights, 

Seeking for R ichmond in the throat of death, 

Refcew faire Lord,or elfe the day is lod. Enter R icbafdo 
Ki» . A horfe,a horfe,my Kingdome for a horfe. 

Cat, W ithdraw my Ltrd 1 ilehelpe you toa horfe. 

Ki». Slaue I haue iet my life vpon a caft. 

And I will dand the hazzard of the die, 

^thinke there be fixe Richmonds in the field, 

Fiue haue I flaine to day indead of him« 

Ahorfe,a horfe, my Kingdome for a horfe, 

-Alarnm. Enter Richard & Richmondjtbey fight y Ri»hard is 
flaine } them retrait beingfounded.EnterRichmondfiDarby 
hearing the Crowneyvrith other Lords . 

Rick. God and your armes be prayfed viétorious friends, 
The dayis ours,the bloody dog is aead. 

Dar. Couragious Richmend i well had thou acquit thee, 
Loe here this long vfurped royalties, 

From the dead temples of this bloudy wretch, 

Haue I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Wearck,and make much of it. 

R ich. Great God of Heauen fay Amen toall, 
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